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This was a woman whose pale, still beautiful, counte-
nance, worn, though not with years, and quite devoid of
expression, betrayed neither her origin nor age. The
wild eyes looked as though they had closed to all intel-
lectual life on some terrific scene, the horror of which
still lingered in them,
The hillmen always received this poor inoffensive crea-
ture kindly. Like all savage people, the Ghoonds hold
persons who have been deprived of reason in a sort of
superstitious reverence. Roving Flame was hospitably-
welcomed wherever she appeared. No pil was closed to
her. They fed her when she was hungry, gave her a bed
when she was weary, without expecting a word of thanks
from the poor speechless mouth.
For how long had this woman led this existence? Where
had she come from ? When did she first appear in
Ghoondwana ? Why did she rove about with a torch in
her hand ? Was it to light her path or to scare away wild
beasts? It was impossible to find out. Sometimes she
disappeared for whole months together. What became of
her then ? Did she leave the defiles of the Sautpooras
for the gorges of the Vindhyas ? Did she wander beyond
the Nerbudda into Malwa or Bundelcund ? No one knew.
More than once, when her absence was prolonged, it was
thought that her melancholy life had ended. But no!
She always came back, still looking the same: for neither